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And leave behind your deadly slime,

Poison the budding branch in 's prime ;

Waste the proud bowers of this grove,                 215

That fiends may dwell in it, and move

As in their proper hell,, whilst she,

Above, laments this tragedy;

Yet pities not our fate.    O fair

Vow-breaker, now betroth'd to th? air,                220

Why by those laws did we not die,

As live but one, Lucasta! why------"

As he Lucasta nam'd, a groan

Strangles the fainting passing tone;

But as she heard, Lucasta smiles,                        225

Posses her round; she 7s slipp'd meanwhiles

Behind the blind of a thick bush,

When, each word temp'ring with a blush,

She gently thus bespake: "Sad swain,

If mates in woe do ease our pain,                        230

Here Js one full of that antic grief

Which, stifled, would for ever live,

But told, expires; pray then, reveal

(To show our wound is half to heal)

What mortal nymph or deity                             235

Bewail you thus ? "   " Whoe'er you be,"

The shepherd sigh'd, " my woes I crave

Smother'd in me, I in my grave ;

Yet be in show or truth a saint,

Or, fiend, breathe anthems, hear my plaint         240

For her and her breath's symphony.

Which now makes full the harmony

Above, and to whose voice the spheres

Listen, and call her music theirs.

This was I blest on earth with, so                       245

As Druids amorous did grow

Jealous of both, for as one day

This star, as yet but set in clay,

By an embracing river lay,

They steep'd her in the hollow'd brook,              250

Which from her human nature took,

And straight to heaven with winged fear,

Thus ravish'd with her, ravish her."

The nymph repli'd, "This holy rape
Became the gods, whose obscure shape               255